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„Tell me why the fuck I'm doing this!" James complained. "I want a beer." 
Jason desperately groaned. 
"Well, once again, and for the umpteenth time in just one hour: because you asked me to do it, James." 


"Really?" Again, James changed his sitting position in the armchair Jason had ordered him to sit down. "| must 


have been drunk, or | had a massive hangover, or whatever." 


"JAMES, would you be so nice to NOT changing your position every two seconds," Jason asked. He was on the 
edge of his nerves. "I can't work out the details if you are turning your head so much." 


James gave a loud groan but got back into position. 
‘| must have gone mad," he murmured. "What the fuck am | doing here? A beer would be a good idea now." 


Jason felt his blood pressure rising. 


He urgently wanted to grab all his tubes of different oil colors then jumping at James to squeeze the oily 


content of the tubes all over him. 


It had been hard enough to do the sketch of James' face - and especially his long lion's mane - because James 


didn't like to pose. In fact he did everything to sabotage Jason's work. 


But Jason knew that James wanted him to do the portrait. AND he wanted it to be done in oil on canvas. 


He had watched Jason doing sketches inside his sketchbook, and finally snatched the book from him, ignoring 
Jason's protests. Flipping through the sides he found several sketches of himself, Lars and Kirk 


He had been stunned and wordlessly stared at the drawings for a long while. Then he had looked at Jason 
"Those are really good," he said. 

"Thank you," Jason answered, his tone neutrally. "Can | have back my sketchbook, now?" 

James gave him back the book. Then he cleared his throat 

"You just do sketches?" 


"No. But sketches are easily done, and | can do them everywhere," Jason said, shrugging. "If I'm at home and 


have the time | do paintings, mostly oil on canvas or acryl." 
"Portraits?" 
"Very often But | like landscapes, too." 


"Ah. Well, that's interesting really interesting," James murmured. 


The next day he showed up at the door of Jason's house and wanted to have a look at the paintings. 
Jason was working on an impressionistic painting in acryl colors. It shows an English garden in spring. 


"Wow!" James stared at the painting, completely stunned. “This is beautiful .. Where have you seen the garden? 


It looks European" 


‘Oh, that's a part of the botanical garden in Central Park," Jason casually said. "I've shot some photos." 

"Really?" 

"Really," Jason firmly answered, 

He showed James several photos he had done in Central Park. 

"Fuck, those are beautiful, too," James said, very impressed. "Central Park, huh? | didn't know they have 
flowers there .. Trees, yes, I've seen some of them. And one or two ponds, maybe. But flowers? | can't 


remember having seen flowers." 


"You're a dork, James." Jason laughed. "There are lots of flowers. You just have to visit the Northern part of 


the Park" 


"Really? I've always seen just trees. And those horny turtles in one of the lakes, and some rocks ... But It not 
sure about the rocks." James still stared at the painting. "When did you shoot these photographs?" 


"Last year, as we did the concert at Madison Square Garden .." 
"Wow. You visited the Park while we stayed in New York?" 


‘Of course.” Jason grinned. "| met Charlie Watts and Mick Jagger as | walked around to have a look. And Woody 
Allen. Seems that they like flowers, too." 


"Mick liking FLOWERS?" James laughed and shook his head. "Come on, you're kidding.” 


"No kidding .. Mick shot some photos, too .. Well, A LOT of photos, to be precise. He told me that he loves 
roses. And lavender. And more roses." Jason grinned. "I got a lesson about roses, and roses, and more roses .. | 
like roses, too, but an over-enthusiastic freak sometimes is hard to tolerate, and so it was pretty difficult to 
stop the guy. But after Mick had taught me everything about roses for over an hour Charlie got pretty 
annoyed and dragged him away because he wanted to see the zoo. Mick got all excited because HE wanted to 
see the petting zoo there to pet some bunnies, or some sheep .. Or, maybe, some roses. You should have seen 


him. He hopped around like a kid" 


"He IS a fucking kid," James answered, giggling. 


After admiring the spring painting he wanted to see more of Jason's paintings. Jason had a lot of them on the 


walls of his house, so he gave James a sightseeing tour. 


There were lots of impressionistic scenes, mostly landscapes, but also portraits. And the portraits had been 


done in classical style, and they were perfect. James stared at them open-mouthed, 

"You did those?" he asked. "They are fucking good ... Like the Mona Lisa, or so. Who's that?" 
He pointed at a portrait. 

"This is a cousin of mine." 


"Fuck!" James nose was just some centimeters in front of the oil painting. "You can see every fucking detail ... 


How did you do that?" 
Jason laughed. 
"Well, | threw some oil colors at the canvas," he said, amused. 


"You just threw some oil colors and then got a perfect portrait?" James looked at him and showed him the 
finger. "Idiot!" 


"Thank you," Jason replied, grinning. 


As he showed James the paintings at the walls of his bedroom James got slightly distracted by the sight of 


Jason's bed inside the room. 

Jason noticed that he repeatedly stared at the bed out of the corners of his eyes. 

Finally, James wasn't able to hold back his curiosity any longer. 

"Fucking satin sheets?" He went to the bed and touched one of the cushions. "In BLACK!" 

He turned around to look at Jason, his blue eyes sparkling. 

"Who's the girl you are used to seduce in that bed with the black satin sheets?" 

"There's no girl," Jason answered, slightly blushing. "It's just me." 

"Oh." James looked at the bed once more then back at Jason. "You're sleeping in black satin sheets? Alone?" 
"Yeah." 


“That's ... well, that's interesting. Really interesting." James cleared his throat. "How does it feel?" 


Jason grinned and threw back his long chestnut colored hair. 
"You have to try it yourself," he said and gave James a wicked smile. "Otherwise you can't judge it." 


"Ah." James stared at the bed, again "Well, I'm not sure if I'd like black satin sheets .. And with you inside the 


bed too, of course. That could be somewhat .." 
He went silent all of a sudden and hastily turned to walk over to the door and to leave Jason's bedroom. 


But his tight jeans hadn't hid his erection, and Jason had been stumed, not believing what he had seen 


Now, James was sitting on the chair, getting annoyed by staying in pose, complaining non-stop about his 
suffering and his longing for a beer, or two. 


"James, you fucking wanted to get portrayed. In oil," Jason mentioned. He rather would have yelled at the blond 
singer. 


He was used to paint while his models did everything to break his concentration But James topped all of them. 
It would have been best to kill the fucker to make him stop whining 

"Why, the fuck, didn't you take a photograph of my ass and then paint the thing?" James muttered 

"| can do that," Jason answered, his nerves on edge. ‘Let me fetch my camera while you get naked, fucker." 
"That's a pretty good idea," James gave back and grinned. "Go getting the camera" 

Jason rolled his eyes and laid down his paintbrush 


"Well, I'll do that," he shot at James, staring daggers at him. "But | don't want to hear you complaining if | do a 
photograph .. AND there won't be a beer while | do the photos!" 


He didn't wait for James’ answer and left the room to fetch his camera what was in a cupboard inside the 
living room. He looked how much photos he had done so far. There were plenty left, so he could shoot a lot of 
photos of James. But not for a second he did believe that James would let him do that. James hated to be 
photographed. 


After he had entered the painting room he stood, stunned and shocked, staring at James in sheer disbelieving. 
James had stripped down. 

He was completely naked. 

Sporting an erection of best quality. 

Jason nearly dropped his camera. 

"What ... what have you done .. You are NAKED!" 

"As you have ordered me," James answered, smiling innocently. 


"But ... but | haven't said that you .. that you should .." Jason stuttered, trying hard to NOT looking at James 


cock. 
"That's an extra," James said. "Don't you like it?" 


He sounded a little insecure all of a sudden. 


Jason's pulse started to race. 


James looked gorgeous. Those long, slim legs, the narrow hips, the blond lion's mane falling down his naked chest 


and broad shoulders, the defined muscles. And those blue eyes. 

Jason cleared his throat. He felt his own cock come to life and quickly lowered his camera to hide his crotch. 
"Now, that's ... that's .. well, | didn't expect it," he managed to say. The color of his face has got pretty red. 
"Why not?" James asked. "Why didn't you expect me to get naked and .. well, something more?" 

"Geez, James .." Jason shook his head. "This isn't Hetfield-like." 

"You sure?" 


James looked at him while he slowly went over to the door where Jason still stood as if he was frozen in 


place. His eyes went wide. He didn't know what to do. This was surreal. 


Then, James had reached him. He shook back his long golden mane, and Jason nearly fainted. James grabbed the 


camera from him and laid it onto a cupboard beside the door while he held eye-contact with Jason. 


"You didn't expect that?" he whispered. "Really? Why have you got your camera, then?" 


Jason swallowed hard. 

"| thought you were shitting me," he hoarsely answered. "So | just .." 

"| don't shit you," James answered, his tone low. "You've provoked me, so | wanted to provoke you, too." 
"But | didn't want to provoke .." Jason started. 


He wasn't able to finish his sentence because, all of a sudden, James' mouth was on his, and James' arms 


slipped around Jason's waist and held him tightly. 
Jason gave a sigh and closed his eyes as James started to caress his lips with his. 
This had to be a joke. A prank. Whatever. 


Maybe, just a dream. Jason wasn't sure if it was just a dream, or not, because he used to have lots of those 


dreams of James while laying alone in his bed with the satin sheets in black. 


Then, James opened his lips, and ran the tip of his tongue over Jason's lips. Jason breathed hard. His arms still 
hung down on his sides and he hadn't moved. He didn't know what to do. 


James' tongue softly tried to part his lips, and finally Jason gave in. He opened up his lips to let James’ tongue 
slip inside his mouth. As their tongues made contact and started to play James gave a low moan. He breathed 


fast, and Jason felt him shiver several times. 
He lifted his hands and laid them onto James’ hips, very careful. The skin under his fingers felt hot. 


Their kiss got intense more and more, and with his left arm James held Jason tightly while he pulled up the 
paint stained shirt in Jason's back and slipped his hand beneath it. 


As James slowly shoved his hand upwards, stroking Jason's back, Jason wasn't able keep himself from moaning 


any longer. James softly moaned, too. 


Now, Jason slid his arms around James’ waist, still careful because he wasn't sure about James’ intentions. 


Maybe, a certain fist would got landed in his solar plexus all of a sudden. 


But instead of hitting James pulled Jason closer, and Jason felt James’ erect penis getting pressed against his 
stomach. It was hard to stay on his feet because the intense feeling incredibly aroused Jason. Because James 
was so tall Jason had laid his head back to the nape of his neck to give James better access to his lips. James 
ran his fingers through Jason's long and curly hair over and over again, and then he broke the kiss, his lips 
still touching Jason's. 


"I'd like to try out those black satin sheets," he whispered. "Do you still have them on your bed?" 


Jason smiled against James’ lips. 


"Another set of satin sheets," he whispered back. "But they are black, too." 


James looked gorgeous as he laid on Jason's bed, his blond mane fanned out all over one of the pillows in black 


satin, his naked body on black satin. He had bent his left leg, the foot planted onto the mattress. 


Jason took his time to get rid of his clothes because he wanted to take in the sight of James naked body lying 
on his bed as long as possible. He stood beside the bed, throwing his shirt to the side then slowly pulling down 
the zipper of his tight jeans. All of a sudden it was pretty difficult to get out of the jeans, his shoes and 
socks. But finally he had managed it. his boxer shorts hid nothing. 


All of a sudden James outstretched hand covered Jason's hard cock, stroking it through the thin fabric of the 


boxer shorts. 


Jason threw back his head and gasped for air. Shivers ran through his body, and as James tugged at the 
waistband of his boxers Jason helped and quickly got rid of them. 


James moaned while his fingers stroked Jason's naked skin. He breathed fast, his lips open and his eyes half 
closed. Jason stared at him then he touched the thigh of James’ bent leg, stroking it. 


James looked at him from under hooded eyes. 
"You are beautiful, Jase .. So beautiful," he whispered. "| want you so much ... | can't wait any longer." 


"| can't wait any longer, too," Jason hoarsely said, and the next moment James had pulled him onto the bed - 


and onto his naked body. 

Jason got on his elbows then bent down his head to kiss James. James’ fingers were in Jason's hair while his 
tongue was inside Jason's mouth, exploring it. Jason whimpered as the kiss got heated. Then, James moved his 
hips and rubbed his hard cock on Jason's. 

They both gasped because of the intense and arousing sensation. 

"Fuck me," James moaned and opened his legs to get Jason between them. "Jase ... please, fuck me." 


Jason was shocked. 


He never had thought of James wanting to bottom. But as James hooked his legs around his, Jason wasn't able 
to hold himself back any longer. 


He moved his hips, his cock rubbing along James’. The friction made them both cry out in lust. 

It wasn't easy but Jason managed to get the drawer of the nightstand beside his bed opened to grab a package 
of condoms and the small bottle of lubricant then he knelt between James' legs, ripped open the hull of a 
condom and quickly rolled the thin latex over his cock. He opened the bottle and covered his penis and two 
fingers with lube then he lifted his head and looked at James. 

"Are you sure?" he breathlessly asked. "Are you really sure that you want me to do it?" 

James nodded and bit his lower lip for a moment. 


"Yes," he answered, his voice hoarsely. "| want you to fuck me. Hard." 


So, Jason did as he was Told. 


Some hours later they were back in Jason's studio, and James was posing for the portrait, again. This time he 
didn't move because he was deeply relaxed, and his eyes were on Jason who stood in front of his easel to go 


on with the painting. James skin still was slightly flushed from his last orgasm. 


Jason just wore his jeans, the button of the waistband still open and the zipper not completely closed. James 


had a towel wrapped around his hips and his hair still was wet from showering. 

He sighed, deeply satisfied, while he looked at Jason 

"You are so sexy, Jase" he said, his voice low. "Hurry up .. | wanna try out those black satin sheets, again" 
Jason smiled at him. 


"This is an oil painting, baby," he answered, amused. "The oil colors need time to get dry before | can go on 


with the next layer." 


"Oh, fuck," James groaned in frustration. "Why did | ask for a portrait in oil colors? A sketch would have done 


it, too." 


